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The Fournal of Belles Bettres. 


From the London Metropolitan, 
JAPHET, IN SEARCH OF A FATHER. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF “ PETER SIMPLE,” &c. 

This new tale of Captain Marryatt’s opens so fairly 
for a prospect of some more good fun, that we are in- 
duced, contrary to a resolution never again to embark 
on suc! « task, to commence it in the Journal, in which 


* it will pe issued as rapidly as it appears in the Metropo- 


litan—provided always that it is worthy such an honour. 
—_— 

Those who may be pleased to honour these pages with 
a perusal, will net bé detained with a long history of my 
birth, parentage, and education. The very title implies 
that at this period of my memoirs I was ignorant of the 
two first ; and it will be necessary for the due develope- 
ment of my narrative, that I allow you to remain in the 
game state of bliss; for in the perusal of a novel, as well 
as in the pilgrimage of life, ignorance of the future may 
truly be considered as the greatest source of happiness. 
The little that was known at this time I will, however, 
narrate as concisely, and as correctly, as [am able. It 
was on the night I really forget the date, and must 
rise from my chair, look for a key, open a closct, and 
then open an iron safe to hunt over a pile of papers—it 
will detain you too long—it will be sufficient to say that 
it was on a night—but whether the night was dark or 
moonlit, or rainy or foggy, or cloudy or fine, or starlight, 
I really cannot tell; but it is of no very great conse- 
quence. Well, it was on a night about the hour 
there again I’m puzzled, it might have been ten, or 
eleven, or twelve, or between any of these hours; nay, it 
might have been past midnight, and far advancing to the 
morning, for what I know to the contrary. The reader 
must excuse an infant of——there again I am at a non- 
plus; but we will assume of some days old—if, when 
wrapped ap in flannel and in a covered basket, and, more- 
over, fast asleep at the time, he does not exactly observe 
the state of the weather, and the time by the church 
clock. I never before was aware of the great importance 
of dates in telling a story; but it is now too late to re- 
cover these facts, which have been swept away into obli- 
vion by tha,broad wing of Time. I must therefore just 
tell the little I do know, trusting to the reader’s good na- 
ture, and to blanks. It is as follows :—that at the hour 
of the night the state of the weather being also 
I, an infant of a certain age ——was suspended by 
somebody or somebodies at the knocker of the Found- 
ling Hospital. Having made me fast, the said somebody 
or semebodies rang a peal upon the bell, which made the 
old porter start up in so great a hurry, that with the 
back of his hand he hit his better half a blow on the 
nose, occasioning a great suffusion of blood from that 
organ, and a Still greater pouring forth of invectives from 
the organ immediately below it. 

All this having been effected by the said peal on. the bell, 
the said somebody or somebodies did incontinently take 
to their heels, and disappear long before the old porter 
could pull his legs through his nether garments and obey 
the rude summons. At last the old man swang open the 
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gate, and the basket swang across his nose; he went in 
again for a knife-and cut me down, for it was cruel to 
hang a baby of a few days old; carried me into the lodge, 
lighted a candle, and opened the basket. ‘Thus did I 
metaphorically first come to light. 

When he opened the basket | opened my eyes, and 
although I did not observe it, the old woman was stand. 
ing at the table in very light attire, sponging her nose 
over a basin. : 

“ Verily, a pretty babe with black eyes!” exclaimed 
the old man, in a tremulous voice. 5 

“ Black eyes, indeed,” muttered the old woman. “ I 
shall have two to-mortow.” 

™ Beautiful black eyes indeed!” continued the old 
man, : 

“ Terrible black eyes, for sartain,” continued the old 
woman, as she sponged eway. 

“ Poor thing, it must be cold,” murmured the old 
porter, 

“ Warrant I catch my death a-cold,” muttered the 
wife. 

“ But, dear me, here’s a paper!’ exclaimed the old 
man, 

“ Vinegar and brown paper,” echoed the old woman. 

“Addressed to the governors of the hospital,” continued 
the porter. 

“ Apply to the dispenser of the hospital,” continued his 
wife. 

“ And sealed,” said he. 

“ Get it healed,” said she. 

“The linen is good; it must be the child of no poor 
people. Who knows ?”—soliloquised the old man. 

“ My poor nose !” exclaimed the old woman. 

“ 1 must take it to the nurses, and the letter I will give 
to-morrow,” said the old porter, winding up his portion 
of this double soliloquy, and tottering away with the 
basket and your humble servant across the court-yard. 

“ There it will do now,” said the old wife, wiping her 
face on a towel, and regaining her bed, in which she 
was soon joined by her husband, and they finished their 
nap without any further interruption during that night. 

The next morning I was reported and examined, and 
the/letter addressed to the governors was opened and 
read. It was laconic, but still, as most things laconic 
are, very much to the point. 

“ This child was born in wedlock—he is to be named 
Japhet. When circumstances permit, he will be re- 
claimed.” 

But there was a postscript by Abraham Newland, Esq., 
promising to pay the bearer on demand the sum of fifty 
pounds. In plainer terms, there was a bank note to that 
amount enclosed in the letter. As in general, the par- 
ties who suspend children in baskets, have long before 
suspended cash payments, or, at all events, forget to sus- 
pend them on the baskets, my arrival created no little 
noise, to which I added my share, until I obtained a share 
of the breast of a young woman, who, like Charity, suck- 
led two or three babies at one time. 

We have preparatory schools all over the kingdom ; 
for young gentlemen, from three to five years of age, 
under ladies, and from four to seven, under either, o¢ 
both sexes, as it ma¢ happen; but the most preparatory 
of all preparatory schools, is certainly the Foundling 
Hospital, which takes in its pupils, if they are sent, from 
one to three days old, or even hours, if the parents are in 
such extreme anxiety about their education. Here it 











commences with their weaning, when they are instructed 
in the mystery of devouring pap; next they are taught 
to walk—and as soon as they can walk—to sit still; to 
talk—and as soon as they can talk—to hold their tongues ; 
thus are they instructed and passed on from one part of 
the establishment to another, until they finally are passed 
out of its gates, to get on in the world, with the advan- 
tage of some education, end the still further advantage of 
having no father or mother to provide for, or relatives to 
pester them with their necessities. It was so with me: 
I arrived at the age of fourteen, and notwithstanding the 
promise contained in the letter, it appeared that cireum. 
stances did not permit of my being reclaimed. But I 
had a great advantage over the other inmates of the hos. 
pital ; the fifty pounds sent with me was not added to the 
funds of the establishment, but generously employed for 
my benefit by the governors, who were pleased with my 
conduct, and thought highly of my abilities. Instead of 
being bound ’prentice toa cordwainer, or some’ other 
mechanic, by the influence of the governors, added to 
the fifty pounds and interest, as a premium, I was taken 
by an apothecary, who engaged to bring me up to the 
profession. And now, that I am out of the Foundling, 
we must not travel quite so fast. 


The practitioner who thus took me by the hand was a 
Mr. Phineas Cophagus, whose shop was most con- 
veniently situated for business, one side of the shop 
looking upon Smithfield Market, the other presenting a 
surface of glass to the principal street leading out of 
the same market. It was a corner house, but not in a 
corner. Qn each side of the shop were two gin estab- 
lishments, and next to them were two public-houses and 
two eating-houses, frequented by graziers, butchers, and 
drovers. Did the men drink so much as to quarrel in 
their cups, who was so handy to plaster up the broken 
heads as Mr. Cophagus? Diu a fat grazier eat himself 
into an apoplexy, how very convenient was the ready 
lancet of Mr. Cophagus. Did a bull gore a man, Mr. 
Cophagus appeared with his diachylon and lint. Did an 
ox frighten a lady, it was .in the back parlour of Mr. 
Cophagus that she was recovered from her syncope. 
Market days were a sure market to my master ; and if 
an overdriven beast knocked down others, it only helped 
to set him on his legs. Our windows suffered occasion- 
ally ; but whether it was broken heads, or broken limbs, 
or broken windows, they were well paid for. Everyone 
suffered but Mr. Phineas Cophagus, who never suffered 
a patient to escape him. The shop had the usual al- 
lowance of green, yellow, and blue bottles; and in hot 
weather, from our vicinity, we were visited by no small 
proportion of blue-bottle flies. We had a white horse in 
one window, and a brown horse in the other, to announce 
to the drovers that we supplied horse-medicines. And 
we liad all the patent medicines in the known world, even 
to the “all sufficient medicine for mankind” of Mr. 
Enouy ; having which, 1 wondered, on my first arrival, 
why we troubled ourselves about any others. The shop 
was large, and at the back part there was a most capa- 
cions iron mortar, with a pestle to correspond. The 
first. floor was tenanted by Mr. Cophagus, who was a 
bachelor, the second floor was let; the others were ap. 
propriated to the housekeeper, and to those who formed 
the establishment. In this well-situated tenement, Mr. 
Cophagus got on swimmingly. I will therefore, for the 
present, sink the shop, that my master may rise in the 
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estimation. of the reader, when I describe his person and 
his qualifications. 

Mr. Phineas Cophagus might have been about forty 
five years of age when I first had the hgnour of an in- 
oduction to him in the receiving room of the found. 
g Hospital, He was of the middle height, his face 
thin, his nose very much hooked, bis eyes staall and 
ing, with a good-humoured twinkle in them, his 
th large, and drawn down at one corner. He'was 

dtqyt in his body, and cartied a considerable protuberance 

re him, which he was in the habit of patting with 

iy left hand very complacently ; bat although stout in 

A his body, his legs were mere spindles, #» that, in his ap- 
pearance, he reminded you of some bird of the crane 
genus. Indeed I may say, that his whole figure gave 
ou just such an appearance as an orange might do, 
had it taken to itself u couple of pieces of tobacco pipes 
as vehicles of locomotion. He was dressed in a black 
coat and waistcoat, white cravat and high collar to his 
shirt, blue colton-net pantaloons and Hessian boots, both 


fitting so tight, that if appeared as if he was proud of 


his spindle shanks, His hat was broad-brimmed and 
low, and he curried a stout black cane with a gold top 
in his right hand, almost always raising the gold top to 
his nose when he spoke, just as we sec doctors repre- 
sented at a consultation in the caricature prints. 
his figure was strange, bis language and manners were 
still more so. a fic spoke, as some birds fly, in jerks, in. 
termixing his words, for he never completed a whole 
sentence, with um—um—and ending it with “ so on,” 
leaving his hoarers to supply the context from the heads 
of ‘his discourse. Almost always in motion, he generally 
changed his position as soon as he had finished speaking, 
walking to any other part of the room, with his cane to 
his nose, and his head cocke# on one side, with a sell: 
sufficient tiptoe gait. When I was ushered ito his 

resence, he was ‘standing with two’of the governors. 
* This is the.lad,” said oneof them, * his nameis Japhet.” 

“ Japhet,” replied Mr.\Cophagus; “um, scriptural— 
Shem, Ham, um—and so on. Boy reads?” 

“Very well, and writes a very good hand. 
very good boy, Mr. Cophagus.” 

“ Read—write—spell—good, and so on. Bring him 
ap—rudiments—spatula—write labels—um—M. D. one 
of these days—make a man of him—and so on,” said 
this strange personage, walking round and round me 
with his cane to his nyse, and scrutinizing my person 
with his twinkling eyes. I was dismissed after this ex- 
amination and approval, and the next day, dressed in a 
plain suit of clothes, was delivered by the porter at the 
shop of Mr. Phineas Cophagus, who was not at home 
when I arrived. A tall, fresh coloured, but hectic look- 
ing young man, stood behindsthe counter, making up 
prescriptions, and « dirty lad, about thirteen years old, 
‘was standing near with his basket to deliver the medi- 
cinos to the sevéral addresses, as soon as they were ready. 
The young man behind the counter, whose name was 


He is a 


Brookes, was within cighteen months of serving bis time, 


when his friends imtended to establish him on his own 
account, and this was the reason which. induced Mr. 
UVophagis to take me, that I might learn the business, 
and supply his place when he left. Mr. Brookes was a 
very quiet, amiable person, kind to me and the other boy 
who carried out the medicines, and who had been taken 
by Mr Cophagus for his food and raiment. The porter 
told Mr, Brookes who I was, and left me. “Do you 
think that you will like to be an apothecary ?” said Mr. 
Brookes to me, with a benevolént smile. 

“Yes; I donot see why I should not,” replied 1. 

“Stop a moment,” said the lad who was waiting with 
the basket, looking archly at me, “ you havn't got through 

your rudimans yet.” 

“flold your tongue, Timothy,” said Mr. Brookes. 
“That you are not very fond of the rudiments, as Mr. 
Cophagus calls them, is very clear. Now walk off as 
fast as you can with these medicines, sir—14, Spring 
Street ; 16, Cleaver Strect, as before ; ard then to John 
Street, 55, Mrs. Smith’s. Do you understand ?” 

“To be sure I do—can’t I read? I reads all the di- 
vections, and all your Latin staff into the bargain—all 
your summen dusses, horez, diez, cockly hairy. I mean 
to set ap for myself one of these days.” 

.“ T'll knock you down one of these days, Mr. Timothy, 
if you stay so long as you do, looking at the print shops; 
that you may depend upon.” 

“ * pee up all my learning that way,” replied Timo- 
thy, walking off with his load, turning his bead round 
and laughing at me, as he quitted the shop. Mr. Brookes 
smiled, but said nothing. 

As Timothy went out, in came Mr. Cophagus. “ Heh! 
Japhet. I see,” said he, putting up his cane, “ nothing 
to do—bad—must work—um—and so on. Mr. Brookes 

learn rudiments—good—and so on.” Hereupon 
Mr. took his cane from his nose, pointed to 


But if 


the large iron mortar, and then walked away into the 
back parlour. Mr, Brookes understood his master, if I 
did not. He wiped out the mortar, threw in some drugs, 
and, showing me how to use the pestal, left me to my 
work. In half an hour I discovered why it was that 
Timothy had sach an objection to what Mr. Cophagus 
facetiously termed the rudiments of the ‘profession. It 
was dreadfiel hard work for a boy; the perspiration ran 
down tne in streams, and I could hardly lift my arms. 
When Mr. Cophagus passed through the shop and look. 
ed at me, as I continued to thump away with the heavy 
iron pestle, “ Good,”—said he, “ by and by—M. D.—and 
xo ou.” I thouyht it was a very reugh road to such pre- 
ferment, and I stopped to take alittle breath. “ By the by 
—Japhet—Christian name—and so on—sirname —hel!” 

“Mr. Cophagus wishes to know your other name,” 
said Mr. Brookes, interpreting. 

I have omitted to acquaint the reader that sirnames as 
well as Christian names, are always given to the children 
atthe Foundling, end in consequence of the bank note 
found in my basket, I had been named after the celebrat- 
ed personage whose signature it bore. “ Newland is my 
other naine, sir,” replied I, 

“ Nowland—heh !—very good name—every body likes 
to see that narne—and have plenty of them in his pockets 
too—um—very comfurtable—and so on,” replied Mr. 
Cophagus, leaving the shop. 

L resumed my thumping occupation, when Timothy 
returned with his empty basket. He Inughed when he 
saw meat work. “ Well, how do you like the rudimans? 
—uand so on—heh !” said he, mimicking Mr. Cophagus. 

“ Not overnuch,” replied I, wiping my face. 

“That wus my job before you came. T have been 
more than ‘a year, and never have got out of those rudi- 
mans yet, and I suppose I never shail.” 

Mr. Brookes, perceiving that I was tired, desired “me 
to leave off, an order wl.ich I gladly obeyed, and I took 
my seat in a corner of the shop. 

“There,” said Timothy, laying down his basket; 
“no more work’ for me, hanty prandium, is there, Mr. 
Brookes ?” 

“No, Tim; but post prandium, you'll post off again.” 

Dinner being ready, and Mr. Cophagus having return- 
ed, he and Mr. Brookes went into the back parlour, leav- 
mg ‘Timothy and me in the shop to announce customers. 
And I shall take this opportunity of introducing Mr. 
Timothy more particularly, as he will play a very con- 
spicuous part in this narrative. ‘Timothy was short. in 
stature for his age, but very strongly built. He had an 
oval face, with a very dark complexion, grey eyes flash- 
ing from under their long eyelashes, and eyebrows near- 
ly meeting cach other. He was marked with the small 
pox, not so much as to disfigure him, but still it was 
very perceptible when near to him. His countenance 
was always lighted up with merriment; there was such 
a happy, devil-may-care expression in his face that you 
jiked him the first minute that you were in his company, 
and I was intimate with him immediately. 

“TI say, Japhet,” said he, “where did you come 
from ?” ; 

“The Foundling,” replied I. 

“'Then you have no friends or relations.” 

“If IT have, 1 do not know where to find them,” re- 
plied I, very gravely. 

“Pooh! don’t be grave upon it. I lav’n’t any either. 
I was brought up by the parish, in the workhouse. I 
was found at the door of a gentleman's house, who sent 
me to the overseers—I was abouta year old then. They 
call-me a foundling, but I don’t care what they call me, 
so long as they don’t cali me too tate for dinner.’ 'Fa- 
ther and mother, whoever they were, when they run 
away from me, didn’t rua away with my appetite. 1 
wonder how long master means to play with his knife 
and fork. As for Mr. Brookes, what he eats wouldn't 
physic a snipe. What's your other name, Japhet?” 

“ Newland.” 

“ Newland—now you shall have mine in exchange: 
Timothy Oldmixon at your service. ‘They christened 
me after the workhouse pump, which had ‘Timothy 
Oldmixon fecit’ on it; and the oversecrs thought it as 
good a name to give me as any other; so I was christen- 
ed after the ppnmp-maker with some of the pump water. 
As soon as I was big enough, they employed me to 
pump all- the water for the use of the workhouse. ~ I 
worked at my papa, as I called the pump, all day long. 
Few sons worked their father more; or disliked him so 
much; and now, Japhet, you see, from habit, I’m pump. 
ing you.” 

“You'll soon pump dry, then, for I've very little to 
tell you,” replied 1; “ bat, tell me, what sort of a person 
is our master ?” 7 

“He's just what you see him, never alters, hardly 
ever out of humour, and when he is, he is just as odd as 








ever. He very often threatens me, but I have never had 


a blow yet, although Mr. Brookes has complained once 
or twice.” 

“ But sarely Mr. Brookes is not cross ?” 

“No, he is a very good gentleman; but sometimes J 
carry on my rigs a little too far, I must say that. For, 
as Mr. Brookes says, people may die for want of the 
medicines, because I put down my basket to play. It's 
very true; bot I can’t-give up ‘peg in the ring’ on that 
account. But then I only get a box of the ear from Mr. 
Brookes, and that goes for nothing. Mr. Cophagas 
shakes his stick, and says, ‘Bad boy—big stick—um— 
wont forget—next time—and so on,’” continued Timo. 
thy, langhing ; “and it is eo on, to the end of the chapter.” 

“ By this time Mr. Cophagus and his assistant had 
finished their dinner, and came into the shop. ‘The for- 
mer looked at me, put his stick to his nose, “ Little boys 
—always huangry—um—like good dinncr—roust beef— 
Yorkshire pudding—and so on,” and he pointed with 
the stick to the back parlour. Timothy and I under- 
stood him very well this time: we went into the parlour, 
when the housekeeper sat down with us and helped us. 
She was a terribly cross, little, old woman, but as honest 
as she was cross, which is all that I shall say in her fa- 
vour. ‘Timothy was no favourite, because he had such a 
good «ppetite, and it appeared that I was not very 
likely to stand well in her good opinion, for I also ate a 
great deal, and every extra mouthful I took I sank in 
her estimation, till I was nearly at the zero, where 
Timothy had long been for the same offence; but Mr 
Cophagus would not allow her to stint him, saying, 
“ Little boys must eat—-or won’t grow—and so on.” 

I soon found out that we were not only well fed, but 
in every other point well treated, and I was very com- 
fortable and happy. Mr. Brookes instructed me in the 
art of labeling and tying up, and in a very short time I 
was, very expert; and, as ‘l'imothy predicted, the radit 
ments were once mere handed over to him, Mr, Co- 
phagus supplied me with good clothes, but never gave 
me any pocket money, and Timothy and I often lament- 
ed that we tad not even a halfpenny to spend. 

Before I had been many months in the shop, Mr. 
Brookes was able to leave when any exigence required 
his immediate attendance. I made up the pills, but he 
weighed out the quantities in the preseriptions ; if, there- 
fore, any one came in for medicines, I desired them to 
wait the retarn of Mr. Brookes, who would be in very 
svon. One day, when Mr. Brookes was out, and I was 
sitting behind the counter, Timothy sitting on it, and 
swinging his legs to and fro, both lamenting that we 
had no pocket money, ‘Timothy said, “ Japhet, l’ve-been 
puzzling my brains how we can get some money, and 
I've hit it at Jast; let you and i turn doctors; we won’t 
send all the people away who come when Mr. Brookes 
is out, but we'll physic them ourselves.” 

I jumped at the idea, and he had hardly proposed it, 
when an old woman ¢ame in, and addressing Timothy, 
said, “That she wanted something for her poor grand- 
child's sore throat.” . 

“I don’t mix up the medicines, ma’am,” replied 
Timothy ; “you must apply to that gentleman, Mr. 
Newland, who is behind the counter—he understands 
what is good for every body’s complaints.” 

“Bless his handsome face—and so young too! Why, 
be you a doctor, sir ?” 

“TI should hope so,” replied I; “what is it you re- 
quire—a lotion, or an embrocation ?” 

“T don’t understand those hard words, but I want 
some doctor’s stuff.” 

“Very well, my good woman; I know what is pro- 
per,” replied I, assuming an important air. “ Here, 
Timothy, wasly out this vial very clean.” 

“ Yes, sir,” replied Timothy, very respectfully. 

I took one of the measures, and putting in a little 
green, a little blue, and a little white liquid trom the 
medicine bottles generally used by Mr. Brookes, filled it 
up with water, poured the mixture into the @ial, corked, 
and labeled it, Aaustus statim sumendus, and handed-it 
over the counter to the old woman. 

“Ts the poor child to take it, or is it to rub outside 7 
enquired the old woman. 

“The directions are on the label ;—but you don't real 
Latin?” 

“Deary me, no! Latin! and do you understand 
Latin ? what a nice clever boy !” 

“J should not. be a good doctor if I did not,” replied I. 
On second thoughts I considered it advisable and safer 
that the application should be external, so I translated 
the label to her—“ Haustus, rub it in—statim, on the 
throat—sumendus, with the palm of the hand.” 

“ Deary me! and does it mean all that? How much 
have I to pay, sir ?” 

“Embrocation is a very dear medicine, my good we- 
man; it ought to be eighteen pence, but, as you are # 
poor woman, | slill only charge you nine-peuce.” 
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“I’m sure | thank you kindly, sir,” replied the old 
woman, putting down the money, and wishing me a 
good morning, :s she left the shop. : 

“Bravo!” cried Tithothy, rubbing his hands; “ it’s 
halves, Japhet, is it not?” 

“ Yes,” replied 1; “ but first we must be honest, and 
not cheat Mr. Cophagus ; the vial is sold, you know, for 
one penny, and I suppose the staff I have taken is not 
worth a penny more. Now, if we put aside two-pence 
for Mr. Cophagus, we don’t cheat him, or steal his pro- 

; the other seveti-pence is of course ours—being 
the profits of the profession.” 

* But how shall we account for receiving the two- 
pence ?” said Timothy. 

“Selling two vials instead of one; they are never 
reckoned, you know.” 

“That will do capitally,” cried Timothy ; “ and now 
for halves.” But this could not be managed until 
Timothy had run out and changed the sixpence; we 
then each had our three-pence halfpenny, and for once 
in ovr lives could eay that we had money in our pockets. 

The success of our first attempt encouraged us to pro- 
ceed ; but afruid that I might do some mischief, I asked 
of Mr. Brookes the nature and qualities of the various 
medicines, as he»was mixing the prescriptions, that I 
might avoid taking any of those which were poisonous. 
Mr. Brookes, pleased with my continual enquiries, gave 
me all the information I- could desire, and thus | gained 
not only a great deal of information, but also a great 
deal of credit with Mr. Cophagus, towhom Mr. Brookes 
had made known my diligence and thirst for knowledge. 

“Good—very good,” said Mr. Cophagus,; “ fine boy 
—learns his business—M. D, one of these days—ride in 
his codch—um, and so on.” Nevertheless, at my second 
attempt, I made an awkward mistake, which very nearly 
Yed to detection. An Irish labourer, more than half 
tipsy, came in one evening, and asked whether we had 
such a thing as was called * A poor man's plaster. By 
the powers, it will be a poor man’s plaster, when it be- 
longs to me ; but they tell me that it’s a sure and sartain 
cure for the thumbago, as.they call it, which I’ve at the 
small of my back, and which is a hisider to my mounting 
up the ladder ; so as it’s Saturday night, apd I've just 
got the money, I'll bny the plaister first, and then try 
what a little whiskey inside will do; the devil’s in it if it 
won't be driven out of me between the two.” 

We had not that plaster in the shop, but we had blis- 
ter plaster, and Timothy handing one to me, [ proffered 
it to him. ‘“ And what may you be after asking for this 
same ?” enquired he. 

The blister plasters were sold at a shilling each, when 
spread on paper, so I asked him eighteen-pence, that we 
might pocket the extra sixpence. 

“ By the powers, one would think that you had made 
a mistake, and handed me the rich man’s plaster instead 
of the poor one. It’s less whiskey I'll have to drink, any 
how; but here’s the money, and the top of the morning 
to ye, seeing as how it’s jist coming on night.” 

Timothy and I laughed as we divided the sixpence. 
lt appeared that after taking his allowance of whiskey, 
the poor fellow fixed the plaster on his back when he 
went to bed, and the next morning found himself in a 
condition not to be envied. It was a week before we 
saw him again, and, much t6 the horror of Timothy and 
myself, he walked into the shop when Mr. Brookes was 
employed behind the counter. Timothy perceived him 
before he saw us, and pulling me behind the large mor- 
tar, we contrived to make our escape into the back par- 
lour, the door of which we held ajar to hear what would 
take. place. 

“ Murder and turf!” cried the man, “ but that was the 
devil’s own plaster that you gave me here for my back, 
and it left me as raw as_a turnip, taking every bit of my 
skin off me entirely, forbye my lying in bed for a whole 
week, and losing my day’s work.” 

“T really*do not recollect supplying you with a plas- 
ter, my good man,” replied Mr. Brookes. 

“ Then, by the piper that played before Moses, if you 
don't recollect it, I’ve an idea that I shall never forget it. 
Sore enough, it cured me, but wasn’t I quite kilt before I 
was cured ?” 

*It must have been some other shop,” observed Mr. 
Brookes. ‘“ You have made a mistake.” 

“ Devil a bit of a mistake, except in selling me the 
plaster. Didn’t I get it of a lad in this same shop ?” 

“Nobody sells things out of this shop without my 
knowledge.” 

The Irishman was puzzled—he looked round the shop. 
“ Well, then, if this an’t the shop, it was own sister to 
it.” 

“ Timothy,” called Mr. Brookes. 

“ And sure enough there was a Timothy in the other 
shop, for I heard the boy call she other by name; how- 


ever, it’s no matter, if it took off the skin,-it-also took 
away the thumbago, so the morning to you, Mr. Potty- 
karry.” 

When the Irishman departed, we made our appear- 
ance. “Japhet, did you sell a plaster to an Irishrgan ?” 

® Yes—don’t you recollect, last Saturday ? and I gave 
you the shilling.” 

“Very true; but what did he ask for?” 

“He ‘asked for a plaster, but he was very tipsy. 1 
showed him a blister, and he took it ;” and then I looked 
at ‘Timothy and laughed. 

“You must not play such tricks,” said Mr. Brookes. 
“T see what you have been about—it was a joke to you, 
but not to him.” , 

Mr. Brookes, who imagined we had sold it to the 
Trishman out of fun, then gave us a very severe lecture, 
and threatened to acquaint Mr. Cophagus if ever we 
played such tricks again. Thus the affair blew over, 
and it made me very careful; and, as every day I kuew 
more about medicines, I was soon able to mix them, so 
as to be of service to those who applied, and before eight- 
een months had expired, [ was trusted in mixing up all 
the prescriptions. At the end of that period Mr. Brookes 
left us, and I took the whole of his department upon my. 
self, giving great satisfaction to Mr. Cophagus. 

(Te be continued. ) 
—>_— 


EDITOR’S TABLE. 


We have all the London November maga- 
zines, &c. &c. on our table, and shall use the 
best portions of their contents either in the Li- 
brary, this Journal, the Museum, or Port Folio, 
as occasion presents. ‘The Metropolitan opens 
with the commencement of The Adventures of 
Japhet in Search of a Father, which we like so 
we that itis commenced in to-day’s publication, 
where it will be continued if it is found worthy 
of our columns. A new and good chapter, the 
ninth of the Cruise of the Midge, is contained in 
Blackwood. We are rather pressed for space 
in the Library at present, and shall place it in 
dry dock till the reception of another, and then 
embody it in volume five about to commence. 
It breaks off too abruptly to be valuable alone. 
There are rich materials for our various me- 
langes. 

Miss Landon has published a new novel en- 
titled, Frances Carrara; bighly eulogised. 

Sir William Gell’s great work on the Topo- 
graphy of Rome and its vicinity, has appeared. 

The annuals were rife in London on the first} 
of November; we have a goodly parcel, but can 
only particularise Jenning’s Landscape Annual, 
edited by T. Roscoe; it contains a spirited and 
interesting history of the falt of Granada, and 
superb plates. 

The List of Books, Literary Novelties, &c. 
will be found fully reported in their proper place. 

Major Henry Lee, of Virginia, has published 
in Paris and London his Life of Napoleona 

The “ Waldie” Annual Message.—Not to be 


singular at this season of annual messages, | - 


“ Waldie’s Library” has called a cabinet coun- 
cil; this body is now preparing an annual proto- 
col which will be issued next week in a double 
number of the Journal of Belles Lettres. 

For the ensuing volume of the Library we have 
several works of standard merit; among the first 
will probably be a translation of Madame Pich- 
ler’s celebrated novel, “ The Siege of Vienna;” 
it was received by the November packet, ard is 
among the best historical works of the kind we 
have met with; the tale is well managed and 
exceedingly powerful, while the historical por- 
tion is strictly correct and graphic; some objec- 
tion may be made to the English translation; 
this we shall remedy by placing the original and 
the copy in the hards of a schular for correction. 

New Type.—With the truly amusing “ Ran- 
dolphiana”’ in the “ Library” to-day commences 





our new type cast for the ensuing volumes; it 
will be found in practice a great relief to the 
eve, without, in fact, trenching more upon our 
quantity of matter than about one column in 
each number; for this loss we propose at the 
end of each future volume to issue a supplement 
more than commensurate. It would be difficult 
to find an epithet too strongly commending the 
reminiscences of Randolph. Miss Martinean’s 
books are now so fashionable that we have 
thought it imperative to insert one of them. ‘The 
article on “ French Novels,’ forms the best re- 
view of the kind we have ever met with. ; 
The Life of Prince Talleyrand.—This work 
“ with a portrait,’ has, to our surprise, found a 
publisher in Carey, Lea & Blanchard. We have 
looked over it, and agree with the London Lite- 
rary Gazette in calling it “an atrocity;” and 


able work,’’ and adds:— 


“ We fervently hope, for the honour of haman nature, 
that the writer, of the originator, for we have some 
doubt if they be one and the same, has been deeply in- 
jured by the prince, and is his implacable, personal 
enemy ; for that alone would be some miserable pallia- 
tion for the vileness of the attack. But if it be the off- 
spring of spontaneous malignancy, wo can only say that 
it is a gloomy specimen of the depreciation of the morals 
of the nineteenth century, Were all these accusations, 
that the writer offers for facts, true,—shame, modesty, 
and the respect that every man ought to owe to our 
common nature, should have withheld him from publish. 
ing them; but they carry in themselves a prima facie 
assurance that they are maliciously fulse, and nothing 
but the most besotted credulity could listen to them for 
amoment. ‘The prince was always too wise to be so 
uselessly and gratuitously wicked. Let not the porson, 
if any such there be, who, caring little for truth, seeks 
only to administer to the pruriency of a depraved appe- 
tite, think that he will find a treat in the. villanies re- 
corded in these volumes. « He will be disappointed: we 
never before could have conceived that so much dulness 
could have been combined with so much malice. To 
gét through this book was a labour of weariness and 
unchanging cisgust. ‘The reading is about as dull and 
as irksome as perusing the page of a dictionary, printed 
in a miserably bad type. We trust that the very ro- 
gpectable publisher has ¢mbarked no property in this 
speculation upon the evil propcusities of the public.” 

We find the following piece of ** sober serious- 
ness,” as spoken in the presence of the Lord 
Chancellor, at Aberdeen, bya Mr. J. S. Blackie. 
How the chancellor must have blushed ! « Allow 
me,” said the cautious Scotsman, “to mention 
thea name of the ‘Society for the Diffusion of 
Useful Koowledge’—and along with that the 
publication of publications—wlat 1 might, with- 
out exaggeration, call the very image an. super- 
scription of the times—the watchword of the 
age+—the unrivalled, and unrivable Penny Ma- 
gazine. 1 have called the Penny Magazine the 
watchword of the age, and | have called it so 
in sober seriousness, not as a mere rhetorical 
Mlourish.”’ 


—=- 


VARIETIES. 


The board of public schools of New York, have or- 
pdered a copy of the “ District School” for each one of 
their teachers. This work is receiving much attention ; 
and we would request all who have not done so, to exa- 
mine it. 

We had imagined that the ghost of the “* Man in the 
Iron Mask” was laid—that this sphynx had been sufti- 
ciently unriddled by M. Delort and the late Lord Dover, 
But there are to he * more last words,” it seems, on the 
subject. The Mémoire Bordelais of September 22, an- 
nounces that an important work is forthcoming, which 
is to prove the famous prisoner to have been, not Count 
Matthioli, but Don John of Gonzagay natural brother 
of Charles Ferdinand, duke of Mantua.  Disguised and 
covered with a mask of black velvet, he, it is said, ac- 
companied Matthioli, and acted as his secretary. He 





was carried off along with him, but allowed to return 


with the Metropolitan which calls it “a detest- ” 
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lest the flagrant violation of the rights of nations should 
become known. 

We have characteristic news this week from Russia. 
The Constilutionnel of Tl.ursday conteins several ukases 
of the Emperor Nicholas, imposing new severities on, 
and abolishing several liberties theretofore enjoyed by, 
the Poles. ‘The Code Napuleon, which had been acted 
upon, is, for the future, to be disused. 

Certainly we cannot find, little children quite so 
prompt or 89 poetical as Master Sebran every day; but 
even where there is not wit, there is frequently at this 
tender aye a pretension to it—a desire to astonish, and 
to produce effect, which we do not see among our own 
maternal progenies. [| asked two little village boys, 
one seven, the other eight years old, what they meant 
to be when they were mea? Says one, “1 shall be the 
doctor of the village.” And you, what shall you be? 
said I to the other. “Oh! if brother’s a doctor, I'll 
be curé, He shall kill the people, and I'll bury them— 
so we shall have the whole village between us.” 

H. L. Bulwer’s France. 

Mr. Slater, of Carlton, on Friday se’nnight, in yawn- 
ing, overstretched the ligaments of his jaw, and was 
unable to close his mouth; he had to come open-mouth- 
ed to Lincoln, (a curious sight,) when a surgeon soon put 
him to rights, and enabled him to eat once more, but 
cautioned him against yawning.—Stamford News. 

Lord Brougham and party passed through Carlisle on 
Friday, from Edinburgh, for Brougham Hall. While 
changing horses at the coffee-house, his lordship was 
recognised among the company in the earriage, and 
some of the bystanders enjoyed a little free and easy chat 
with him.— Whitehaven Herald. 

A correspondent informs us that Mrs. Pink, of Great 
Chasted, Doddington, a wealthy lady, at the advanced 
age of 95, is this year servipg the office of overseer of 
the parish; and that the poor have great cause to re- 
joice at the appointment of this amiable lady. 

Maidstone paper. 

An English Notice.—* Not Ice is hearby giving that 
John Jenkins, of No. 9; Haydon alley, has diworced 
His wife, Mary Jenkins, and he wont be answerable not 
to nothink, as she gets tick for at any previous time.— 
Given under My hand and seal, “ Joun JENKINS.” 

“ Witness, Robt. Stubbs. 


The learned antiquary, the Abbé Fucciolati, on open- 
ing an Etruscan vase, recently excavated from the ruins 
of Pompeii, found an orange immersed in vinegar. It 
appears that the ancient Romans pickled their oranges, 
as we do cucumbers or onions. The orange abovemen- 
tioned was in a state of perfect preservation. 

The Fine Arts in France-——Various works of art are 
now in course of execution at the Ecole des Beaux Arts, 
among which is a cast of the Moses of Michael Angelo, 
which has been brought recently from Rome. The ob- 
ject of the minister of the interior in procuring it was, 
that it might serve as a model for the various schools of 
sculpture in different parts of France, and ‘copies on a 
reduced scale have been cast in bronze in order to be 
sent to the provincial schouls and museums. 

Many people seem to imagine, that the progress of 
knowledge will reveal some great secret hostile to virtue 
and geod government; and the same opinion has been 
encouraged by’some injudicious friends of existing in- 
stitutions, who have resisted the diffusion of knowledge, 
as if it threatened to lead to the detection of some im- 
posture. But no idea can be more delusive ; knowledge 
never can have any natural tendency except to direct us 
more steadily in the road to happiness ;_ and, if virtue is 
nothing else than a mode of securing happiness, it is 
impossible that knowledge should ever be unfavourable 
to virtue. It is quite certain upon this ground alone, 
that its progress must be conducive to the welfare of so- 
ciety. 

The Rev. Mr. Gutzlaff, it appears by. the Missionary 
Chronicle, is about to take another voyage into China 
up the Yang-tze-keang, through central China to 
Thibet. . 

Let us think what a multitude of important moral 
lessons, andinteresting as well as useful views of hu- 
man life, may be imprinted in the memory, and 
brought home to the heart, by means of poetry, and 
novel writing, as wel! as by direct moral instruction. 
Perhaps, indeed, information connected with human 
character may be often conveyed to us most asefully 
and effectually in the form of poetry or novel writ- 
ing, since it does not depend so much on any intri- 
cate process of reasoning as upon apt and striking 
illustrations, whith, at the same time that they pre- 

sent the author’s meaning in a lively form to the un- 
derstanding, rivet it effectually in the fancy and the 
rt, 


LONDON LITERARY NOVELTIES 

The new novel, by Miss Pardoe, author of Traits and 
Sketches of Portugal, is to be entitled, * The Mardens 
and the Daventrys.” 

“Young Hearts,” a Tale, which is to appear under 
the sanction of Miss Jane Porter, will be ready in the 
ensuing month. 

A Translation of the last work of the celebrated 
Schlegel on the Philosophy of History, is just cotoplet- 
ed, and will appear forthwith. 

‘Previous to her leaving England, Mrs. Jameson left 
in the hands of her publishers the corrected copy for a 
new and enlarged ctition of her interesting work, * The 
Lives of Celebrated Female Sovereigns.” 

Miss Strickland has in the press a new novel, entitled 
“ The Pilgrims of Walsingham.” 

“Chances and Changes,” by the popular author of 
“Six Weeks on the Loire,” may be oxpected in the 
c@urse of the ensuing month, 

Tho Exile of Erin, or the Sorrows of a Bashful Irish. 
worhan, in 2 vols, post 8vo, 

Kean, a Poem. By Theodore Norton. With a Por- 
trait engraved by Samuel Reynolds, trom a Sketch by 
S. Cousins. 

History of Edward the Black Prince. By G. P. R. 
James, Esq., Author of Mary of Burgundy, &c. 2 
vols. 8vo. 

Notes on Ituly and Rhenish Germany, with profes- 
sional Notices of the Climates of Italy and the Mineral 
Springs of Germany. By Edwin Lee, Esq., M. R. C. 
S., with plates. 

The First Volume of the Transactions of the Ento- 
mological Society of London. 

Wo have to announce for publication a most useful 
work for the Clergy in general, and for Students in Di- 
vinity, under the title of “Skeletons of the Sermons of 
the most eminent British Divines,” by the Rev. T.S. 
Hughes, Prebendary of Peterborough: To commegce 
on the first of December, in Monthly Parts, of about 
130 pages, price 2s. 6d. cach. These Skeletons are in- 
tended as models of scriptural argumentation for the 
young divine, in the arduous ‘task of composition for 
the pulpit ; and the work bas been undertaken at the 
request of several members of the church in consequence 
of the great expense of the voluminous originals. 

The Spirit of Chaucer, in 2 vols. By Charles Cow- 
den Clarke, author of Tales from Chaucer, in prose. 

De La Macy; a Novel, in 2 vols. By Jos. R. W. W. 
Lomas, Esq. ' 

Original Fables. By Job Crithannah, (second edi- 
tion,) with 85 designs, by R. Cruikshank. 

A new edition of the Works of Milton, in monthly 
parts, with Life and copious original and collated Notes, 
by Sir Egerton Brydges. and historical and imagina- 
tive illustrations, by J. M. W. Turner. 

Mr. H. D. Inglis announces “ A Journey throughout 
Ireland in the Spring, Summer, and Autumn of 1834;” 
during which, we understand, he has carefully exumin- 
ed the country, and made himself acquainted with the 
condition of all ranks of its inhabitants. From an au- 
thor of his acuteness and observation we are inclined to 
expect a very interesting work on a very. important 
subject. ’ 

Colonel Murray’s Sketches of Scotish Scenery, the 
publication of which has been so long delayed, are near- 
ly completed, in a double number, to form one hand- 
some volume. 

Village Reminiscences, by an Old Maid. 

A new Work on America, called the United States 
and Canada ip 1832, 3, and 4, by C. W. Arfwedson, 


A new edition of Mr. Henry Bulwer’s France. 

In the press.—A new edition of the Selections from 
Wordsworth.—A fifth edition revised and enlarged, of 
Death, with other Poems, by Robert Montgomery, form- 
ing the second volume of the new edition of his works. 
—A Series of Catechetical Lessons, with engravings by 
Zeitter, by Rachel Howard of Ackworth.—A Lite of 
the Right Rev. Reginald Heber, by Thomas Taylor, 
author of the “ Life of Cowper.”—A Practical Exposi- 
tion of the Gospel according to St. John, in the form of 
Lectures, &c., by the Bishop of Chester.—An Intro- 
duction to the Study of Shakspeare, by Rhece Williams. 

—[— > 
List of New Books published in Loudon to the 
laiest dates. 

The Deity, a Poem, by Thomas Ragg, 2d edition, 
with Introductory Essays, 12mo.—Description of te 
Tumulus lately opened at Gristhorpe, near Scarborcugh, 
Mdto.—T he Spiritual Life, by the Rev. Thomas Griffith, 
M.A., 12mo.—The Works of Percy Bysshe Shelley, with 





Poems, by Barry Cornwall, new edition, 8vo.—Outlines 
of a New Theory of Rotatory Motion, from the French 
of Poinsot, by C. Whitley, M. A., 8vo.—Montgomery’s 
Omnipresence of the Deity, 13th edition, 12mo,—Ad- 
cock’s Engineer's Pocket-Book, with Almanac, 1835.— 
Deism compared with Christianity, by the Rev, E. Chi. 
chester, 2d edition, 3 vols, 8vo.—A Dissertation on the 
Antiquities of the Priory of Great Malvern, by the Rev. 
H. Card, D. D., 4to.—Essay on Taste, and the Pleasures 
of the Imagination, by Joseph Addison, (from the Spec- 
tator,) 8vo.—De la } a Tale of Real Life, 2 vols. 
8vo.—The Gem ; or, Modern Poetical Miscellany, edited 
by R. Fleck, 18mo.—The Short-Hand ‘Writer's Pocket 
Guide, by John Gardiner, 32mo.—Alphabet of Electri- 
city, by W. M. Higgins, F.G.S., 18mo.—The Hand- 
Book of Plain Botany, by J. Rennie, A. M., 18mo.— 
Cuvier’s Animal Kingdom, translated and abridged by 
H. M‘Murtrie, M. D., 8vo.—Abbott’s Young Christian, 
32mo.—Gray’s Elegy in a Country Churchyard, with an 
Illustration to each verse, 8vo.—Dodsley’s Economy of 
Human Life, with 12 plates.—Will Watch; by the Au. 
thor of * Cavendish,”. 3 vols, 8vo.—Bagster on the Ma. 
nagement of Bees, with 40 engravings, 8vo.—Spiritual 
Honey from Natural Hives; or, Méditations on the 
Habits, &c. of Bees, 8vo.—Anthon’seSallust, new edi- 
tion, by Boyd, 12mo.—Meadows’ Italian Dictionary, 
18mo.—The Comic Almanac, 12 plates, by Craikshank, 
12mo.—The Biblical Keepsake for 1835. 


—_— 
PNew American Publications. 

Defence of the Revolutionary History’of North Caro- 
lina from the aspersions of Mr. Jefferson, by Jo. Sea- 
well Jories, of Shocco, N. C. 1 vol. Boston: Chas. 
Bowen; Raleigh, N. C., Turner & Hughes; for sale in 
New York, by D. Appleton & Co. 

The Life of Talleyrand, accompanied with a portrait. 
1 vol. 8vo. Philadelphia: Carey, Lea & Blanchard. 

Journal of a Residence in China, and the Neighbour- 
ing Countries, from 1829 to 1833. By David Abeel, a 
Minister of the Reformed Dutch Church in North Ame- 
rica. L vol. New York: Leavitt, Lord & Co. 

The Words of a Believer : by the Abbé de la Mennais. 
Translated by the Rev. Dr. Hawks. New York : Charles 
De Behr. ; 

The Reticule, or Miniature Lexicon of the English 
Language. By Lyman Cobb. Harpers. 

The Cruise of the Midge. Vol. II. Philadelphia: 
Carey & Hart. 

Tales of the Border. By James Hall, author of “ Le- 
gends of the West,” &c. &c. Philadelphia: Harrison 
Hall. 1834. 

The Youth’s Keepsake. An annual. Boston. 

Education Annual. J. Whetham, Philadelphia. 

Mr. Thomas T. Ash, Chesnut street, has in the press, 
a new and complete edition of Mrs. Heman’s Poems, 
with handsome engravings ;—also, The Offering for 
1835, with ten superior engravings ;—also, The Pearl, 
or Afféction’s Gift, a Christmas and New Year’s Present 
for Young Persons, with seven elegant eugravings. 
These three works will be suitable gifts for the festive 
season.— National Gazette. 

The American Turf Register for this month, is ex- 
tant, and in full force of various merit.—ib. 

History of»Nantucket, by , is preparing for 
the press, by W. Coffin, Jr. It will contain d compendi- 
ous account of the first settlement of the island by the 
English, the rise and progress of the whale fishery, &c. 
It can scarcely fail to be an interesting publication, 

A literary magazine has been established at Boston, 
under the editorial care of. J. M‘Lellan, Jr. a young 


gentloman well known for his talents and literary ac 
quirements. 
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From the London Court Journal. 
Two Years at Sea. 


“ We have seldom taken up any work which promises 
and deserves to be so generally popular as this interest- 
ing narrative of a protracted voyage to new settlements 
and countries rarely visited by Europeans who have the 
talent to describe the places where they touch. * ® 
Several aff:cting incidents are related which display 
feminine heroism in its most pleasing form, Of the 
quickness of observation, and truth and accuracy of the 
fair author’s. report, we ourselves can bear honourable 
testimony. A spirit of the purest benevolence pervades 
the whole, and we cannot too strongly express our ap- 
probation of the truly feminine fortitude which is so un. 
affectedly displayed in these interesting pages, or of the 
kindly disposition which, under the most depressing 
circumstances, enabled the narrator tu derive pleasure 
and amusement from the strange and varied scenes 





his Life, 2 vols. 12mo.— English Songs and other small 


through which she passed.” 











